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° ° ° °
という強固なしきたりにはめ込むことによって、恒常的な安定を図る。これは、





















































I sing the body electric,
The armies of those I love engirth me and I engirth them,
They will not let me off tillIgo with them, respond to them,
And discorrupt them, and charge them full with the charge of
thesoul.





The loving day, the mounting sun, the friend I amhappy with,
The arm of my friend hanging idly over my shoulder,
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The hillside whiten'd with blossoms of the mountain ash,
The same late in autumn, the hues of red, yellow, drab, purple,
and light and dark green,
The rich coverlet of the grass, animals and birds, the private
untrimm'd bank, the primitive apples, the pebble-stones,
Beautiful dripping fragments, the negligent list of one after an-
other as Ihappen to call themto me or think of them,
The real poems, (what we call poems being merely pictures,)
The poems of the privacy of the night, and of men like me,




































































































































































































































Denn des Anschauns, siehe, ist eine Grenze.
Und die geschautere Welt
will in der Liebe gedeihn.
Werk des Gesichts ist getan,
tue nun Herz-Werk
an den Bildern in dir, jenen gefangenen; denn du
iiberw云Itigtest sie: aber nun kennst du sie nicht.
Siehe, innerer Mann, dein inneres M云dchen,
dieses errungene aus
tausend Naturen, dieses






















































































There was a child went forth every day,
And the first object he look'd upon, that object he became,
And that object became part oHlim for the day or a certain part
of the day,
Or for many years or stretching cycles of years.
The early lilacs became part of this child,
And grass and white and red morning-glories, and white and red
clover, and the song of the phoebe-bird,
And the Third-month lambs and the sow's pink-faint litter, and
the mare's foal and the cow's calf,
And the noisy brood of the barnyard or the mire of the pond-side,
And the fish suspending themselves so curiously below there, and
the beautiful curious liquid,
And the water-plants with their graceful flat heads, all became
part of him.





















″ay 6,5 P.〟.-This is the hour for strange effects in lightand
shade-enough to make a coloristgo delirous-long spokes of molten
silver sent horizontally through the trees (now in their brightest
tenderest green,) each leaf and branch of endless foliage a liトup
miracle, then lying all prone on the youthful-ripe, interminable
grass, and giving the blades not only aggregate but individual
splendor, in ways unknown to any other hour. I have particular
spots where I get these effects in their perfection. One broad
splash lies on the water, with many a rippling twinkle, offset by
the rapidly deepening black-green murky-transparent shadows
behind, and at intervals all along the banks. These, with great
shafts of horizontal fire thrown among the trees and along the
grass as the sun lowers, give effects more and more peculiar,
more and more superb, unearthly, rich and dazzling.



















October 20th.-To-night, after leaving the hospital at 10 o'clock,
( I had been on self-imposed duty some five hours, pretty closely
confined,)I wander'd a long time around Washington. The night
was sweet, very clear, sufficiently cool, a voluptuous half-moon,
slightly golden, the space near it of a transparent blue-gray tinge.
I walk'd up Pennsylvania avenue, and then to Seventh street, and
a long while around the Patent-office. Somehow itlook'd rebuke-
fully strong, majestic, there in the delicate moonlight. The sky,
the planets, the constellations all so bright, so calm, so expres-
sively silent, so soothing, after those hospital scenes. I wander'd
to and fro till the moist moon set, long after midnight.




















In the northwest turned the Great Dipper with its pointers round
the Cynosure. A little south of east the constellation of the
Scorpion was fully up, with red Antares glowing in its neck; while
dominating, majestic Jupiter swam, an hour and a half risen, in
the east-(no moon till after ll.) A large part of the sky seem'd
just laid in great splashes of phosphorus. You could look deeper
in, farther through, than usual; the orbs thick as heads of wheat
in a field. Not that there was any special brilliancy either-
nothing near as sharp as I have seen of keen winter nights, but a
curious general luminousness throughout to sight, sense, and soul.
The latter had much to do with it. (Iam convinced there are
hours of Nature, especially of the atmosphere, mornings and
evenings, address'd to the soul. Night transcends,for that purpose,
what the proudest day can do.) Now, indeed, if never before, the
heavens declared the glory of God. It was to the full the sky of
the Bible, of Arabia, of the prophets, and of the oldest poems.
There, in abstraction and stillness, (I had gone off by myself to
absorb the scene, to have the spell unbroken,) the copiousness,
the removedness, vitality, loose-clear-crowdedness, of that stellar
concave spreading overhead, softly absorb'd into me, rising so
free, interminably high, stretching east, west, north, south-and I,
though but a point in the centre below, embodying all.
As if for the firsttime, indeed, creation noiselessly sank into and
through me its placid and untellable lessorもbeyond-0,so infinitely
beyond!-anything from art, books, sermons, or from science,old
or new. The spirit's hour-religion's hour-thevisible suggestion
of God in space andtime-now once definitely indicated, if never
again. The untold pointed at-the heavens all paved with it. The
Milky Way, as if some superhuman symphony, some ode of uni-
versa! vagueness, disdaining syllable and sound-a flashing glance
of Deity, address'd to the soul. All silently-the indescribable
80 i^KSヨ扇
night and stars-far off and silently.
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